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Roland R. Hegstad

T

he pages have yel
lowed, but the prom
ise o f the title is as
verdant as I remem
ber it from long ago—
“The Green Hills o f Earth.” It begins
as all sagas should:
“This is the story o f Rhysling, the
Blind Singer o f the Spaceways. . . .
You sang his words in school:
‘I pray for one last landing
On the globe that gave me birth:
Let me rest my eyes on the fleecy
skies
And the cool, green hills o f
Earth.”’
O f course you didn ’t sing the
words in school, nor did I. Not that
they were written before our time, as
many sagas have been; but rather
that they happen in a millennium to
come, when
“Up leaps the race o f Earthmen,
Out, far, and onward yet— ”
Out to Luna City. To Mars, where
Rhysling had “strolled the banks o f
the Grand Canal when a second
colony was established at the ancient
Martian capital.” There was a second

trip to Titan and an
exploration o f the Jovian
moons. In the story by
Robert A. Heinlein, Rhys
ling (known throughout
the inhabited worlds for his d og
gerel) is in a spaceship headed for
Earth when a control fails and a blast
o f radioactivity sweeps the engine
room. The blind Rhysling could feel
the “radiation on his face and in his
bones, like desert sunshine.”
As Rhysling flushed the deadly
radiation-laden air out into space,
“repeating it several times to permit
the level ... to drop to something a
man might stand under suitable
armor,” his thoughts turned to
Earth, the hom e he would never see
again. It was then that he recited via
the intercom the last verses o f what
was to becom e known as the story o f
Rhysling, the Blind Singer o f the
Spaceways:
“We’ve tried each spinning space
mote
And reckoned its true worth:
Take us back again to the homes
o f men
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parents’ hom e at Shaw, O regon
(nine miles from Salem), and find
ing a few old magazines discarded by
my uncles. One, Amazing Science
Fiction, showed an alien spaceship
picking up the Chrysler building
from the heart o f New York City! So
it was that a little boy from a little
town named Wauna (after an Indian
river god) took his first flight into
the universe. And this, 12 years
before I met the G od who created
“the heavens and the earth, and all
that in them is.”
Sometimes still I go out at night
and look at the stars and think about
the journey through the cosmos to
heaven— somewhere beyond the con
stellation o f Orion, it’s said. While a
college freshman, I signed on for a
trip to an earth yet unborn, where I’ll
tell an Adam and Eve yet uncreated,
what it was like down here on Rebelworld. And when I get done, they’ll
never venture within 10 yards o f the
Test Tree in their Edenic garden.
Some o f my grandest dreams o f
the hereafter include assignments
that will take me through the spiral
ing nebulas and flaming galaxies o f
the universe. I expect to learn the
mystery o f the black holes that so fas
cinate today’s physicists. How Gabriel
could make it from heaven to earth
before Daniel finished his prayer, a
pace far exceeding the speed o f light.
Whether time really runs backwards
when that speed is exceeded. I’ve got a
million questions that I’m eager to

On the cool, green hills o f Earth.
“‘We pray for one last landing
On the globe that gave us birth;
Let us rest our eyes on fleecy skies
And the cool, green hills o f
Earth.”
As I write this, I’m watching (over
the top o f my monitor) a docum en
tary on the Mars Lander, sent on a
seven-month journey 300 million
miles through space to intersect a
planet itself traveling through space
at 16,000 miles a second. I watch as
the foot-long, foot-tall lander rolls
out o f its protective cocoon on its six
wheels. Every foot it travels, every
scientific procedure it performs, is
com m anded through an earthbound computer; each com m and
takes seven minutes to reach the
vehicle. I see the Pathfinder Team in
the com m and headquarters hug
ging, laughing, cheering as the Mars
Lander arrives safely on the fourth
planet from the sun in our solar sys
tem. The lander has been sterilized,
handled by men and w om en in
white smocks and rubber gloves, so
that the viruses o f Earth shall not
contaminate Mars....
I hear the team speak o f 10 more
trips to Mars by 2005, the last, the
first round trip to bring back a sam
pling o f rocks and soil. And I feel the
longing to go, to know, to explore.
As a boy o f seven or eight, I
remember opening the door o f a
musty storage room in my grand
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an excursion to heaven now and then;
but even in eternity, I believe, it will
always be nice to come home, home
to “the cool, green hills o f Earth.”
That line, from the story o f Rhysling, impels me to ask: Could it be
that someday children o f another
world will read the story o f Roland?4
Som etim es in the night, when I
awaken and feel very close to God,
great concepts and grand words
march in vision splendid from the
recesses o f my imagination; and I
thrill to music o f a greater “Hallelu
jah” chorus than H andel’s, and a
grander story than Rhysling’s. A
song that only the Redeemed will be
able to sing; a story that shall have
the names o f all the Redeemed as c o
authors! And—
“I pray for a happy ending
For the globe that gave me birth;
Let me rest my eyes on the fleecy
skies
And the cool, green hills of earth.”

match against G od’s reality!1
But after all these questions are
answered, one longin g shall yet
remain: While viewing the wonders
on display somewhere in a far corner
o f the universe, I suspect I’ll catch
myself thinking, “I wish Stella (my
wife) were here to see this!” All o f us
w ho’ve spent months away from
hom e on assignments for the Lord
(assuming His directives are deliv
ered betimes through the General
Conference Committee) know the
feeling o f som eon e missing.2 O f
wanting to share. And, always, think
ing o f home.
What? Amid the glories o f heaven,
you’ll he thinking o f coming back
here? Haven’t you sung:
“I’m but a stranger here, Heaven
is my home;
Earth is a desert drear, Heaven is
my home;
Danger and sorrow stand Round
me on every hand;
Heaven is my Fatherland, Heaven
is my hom e.”3
Yes, I’ve sung it with the rest of
you. And I’ve looked at the stars and
told myself that my home is som e
where out there. I suspect that being
“homesick for heaven,” as the song
writer has it, originates in (1) the sad
state o f my home here, (2) the pres
ence o f my Redeemer in heaven. But
when lesus returns to earth, when He
who created it gets His hands on it
again, I’ll have no doubt where my
home really is. Yes, it’ll be great to take

NOTES AND REFERENCES
' One reason I so much enjoy editing Per
spective Digest. And as I write and edit and
consult with theologians who know some
thing o f God that I do not, I pray that the joy
o f seeking and learning and loving will be
transparent in PD ’s pages.
2 Maybe it w on’t be that way in G od’s
New Order. Maybe H e’ll insist that husbands
and wives travel together— an enlightened
policy that I’ve often felt the church should
adopt down here.
3 The Seventh-day Adventist Hymnal, No.
445.
4There is a Song o f Roland, you know.

10

Published by Digital Commons @ Andrews University, 1999

3

